AND                                     IS

recapture the excitement of that entry of Tanganyika
on the blank of my old atlas.

It must not be supposed that I gave up my Interest In
the polar regions. My heart and my warm partici-
pation swung from the frigid to the torrid zone, fasci-
nated by the problems of each, no doubt, but more yet
by the men who, like masters of a great art, worked each
according to his temperament to complete the picture
of the earth. Almost each day of my schoolboy life
had its hour given up to their company. And to this
day I think that it was a very gcod company.

Not the least interesting part in the study of geo-
graphical discovery lies in tie insight it gives one into
the characters cf that special kind of men who devoted
the best part of their lives to the exploration of land and
sea. In the world of mentality and imagination which
I was entering it was they and not the characters of
famous fiction who were my first friends. Of some of
them I had soon formed for iryself an image indissolubly
connected with certain parts of the world. For instance,
western Sudan, of which I could draw the rivers and
principal features from memory even now, means for
me an episode in Mungo Park's life.

It means for me the vision of a young, emaciated,
fair-haired man, clad simply in a tattered shirt and
worn-out breeches, gasping painfully for breath and
lying on the ground in the shade of an enormous African
tree (species unknown), while from a neighbouring
village of grass huts a charitable black-skinned woman
is approaching him with a calabash full of pure cold
water, a simple draught which, according to himself,
seems to have effected a miraculous cure- The central
Sudan, on the other hand, is represented to me by a
very different picture, that of a self-confident and keen-
eyed person in a long cloak and wearing a turban on